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cleverest of his Oxford hearers* drew his portrait under
the name of the man whose sacred verse was his guide
and mainstay in this youthful pilgrim's progress : and the
words put into his mouth summed up with merciless
insight the issue of those conflicts. "' For I ! who am I

o

that speak to you? Am I a believer? No. I am a
doubter too. Once I could pray every morning, and go
forth to my day's labour stayed and comforted. But now
I can pray no longer. You have taken my God away
from me, and I know not where you have laid Him. My
only consolation in my misery is that I am inconsolable
for His loss. Yes,' cried Mr. Herbert, his voice rising into
a kind of threatening wail, c though you have made me
miserable, I am not yet content with my misery. And
though I too have said in my heart that there is no God,
and that there is no more profit in wisdom than in folly,
yet there is one folly that I will not give tongue to. I will
not say Peace, peace, when there is no peace.'"

Later on we have to tell how he dwelt in Doubting
Castle, and how he escaped. But the pilgrim had not yet
met Giant Despair; and his progress was very pleasant in
that spring of 1845, the year of fine weather, as he drove
round the Riviera, and the cities of Tuscany opened out
their treasures to him. There was Lucca, with San
Frediano and the glories of twelfth-century architecture ;
with Fra Bartolommeo's picture of the Madonna with the
Magdalen and St. Catherine of Siena, his initiation into
the significance of early religious painting; and, taking
hold of his imagination, in her marble sleep, more power-
fully than any flesh and blood, the dead lady of St.
Martin's church, Ilaria di Caretto. There was Pisa, with
* W. H. Mallock, The New Republicfew; some of his finest work was thrown away
